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by a vague, instinctive feeling that the fulness of time was not yet come. "Everything at the right time!" he one day exclaimed with reference to the linking together of events in his life. It would be impossible to foretell what would have been the results if he had descended into Italy from the St. Gothard in 1775. Either he would have remained in Rome and become a Roman, like Winckelmann and so many others, or, if antique and Renaissance art had not then had the power to overcome the Gothic in him, and the mild Italian landscape had not then been able to counterbalance the Ossianic romanticism of the Alps, he would have returned home more at sea than when he had gone thither, and, under the burden of the unadjustable disagreements with his father, the narrowness of civic life, and the sorrow of his rupture with Lili, he might have destroyed his life. In 1779 the journey would have been a flying visit, arousing more longing than it satisfied, and it would have taken away the best part of the healing power of the Italian sky for him in later years. In 1786 his need of this healing was surely undiminished. Only as the greatness and beauty of the south presented itself to him in the full power and splendour of its newness were the many signs of old age that had begun to be visible in his whole being removed, making him capable of new, fresh life. " I count a second birthday, a true regeneration, from the day I entered Rome " (December 2, 1786). "I have been restored again to the enjoyment of life, to the enjoyment of history, poetry, and antiquities" (January 6, 1787). " I am living a new youth" (February 6, 1787). Such is the refrain which rings through his letters from Rome. The process of rejuvenation, which had begun when he inhaled the noonday air at the southern foot of the Brenner, was completed in the atmosphere of the artistic world of Rome.
Rome, with its superabundance of great works and memories, surrounds him like a heaving sea. " Every day some new, remarkable object; daily new pictures, great and strange, and an ensemble of which one may long think and dream, but which the imagination can never comprehend."